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Winston Kennedy 


A morning’s discord 


It was Monday morning again, that day of the week that seems 
to frequent the calendar much more than it ought to. And there I 
was standing on the same old corner as familiar an object as the fire 
hydrant upon which I leaned. As I stood waiting for the 9:00 bus— 
which never comes until 9:20—I thought of the eventualities of the 
day and became very angry, as usual. 

“Well, another day, another—oh shit, it’s raining and no god- 
damn bus. I swear, they ain’t going to give a nigger shit. One bus 
on the whole goddamn line! Man, I’m gettin’ wet as hell. Let me get 
in this doorway. Well, I'll be damned! Here comes that raggedass 
bus now and it’s crowded than a bitch. Boy, I just don’t know. 
Well, let me get on the damn thing. Shit, not one seat. Look at all 
these school kids. I swear, I don’t know how they get all these kids 
in that one tiredass school. I guess I have to wait for the station 
to get a seat. Man, look at that weather. As tired as I am, I should 
have stayed in bed. Ha, I can see that big fat white bastard pitch- 
ing a bitch now. Well, here’s the station and there’s a seat. Oh no, 
look at that big white bitch. She’s staring at me like I’ve got the 
damn plague. Whiteys ain't shit anyway. They think they own the 
world. Let me sit down over here. Man, I swear I get sick of this 
ride. Damn, what are those two white bitches jabbering about?” 

“Martha, look at the paper. There’s fear of another riot in New 
York. 

“My God, what the hell’s the matter with them? They come up 
here and just don’t know how to act.” 

“[ just don’t understand, Martha. Why do they want to start 
all of this mess. I mean all of a sudden they start acting up.” 

“IT know what you mean. Here we are struggling every day and 
they take it easy on welfare. You can't tell me, Maggy, that they 
have to be like that. Why don’t they work?” 

“It just makes me sick. I hate to say it, but you know what they 
say... give a nigger an inch and he'll take a mile.” 

“Integration, huh. We shall overcome, huh. What I want to 


know is what do they really want to overcome anyway? I really 
wonder if the southerners ain’t right. I mean theyve had this 
problem longer than we have.” 

“They're just not ready, Martha. You know what I mean. Look 
at Roxbury. They've just ruined it.” 

“That’s right, that’s right. Ten years ago there was nothing but 
nice homes up there. Now look at it. I’m telling you, Maggy, it’s 
just a disgrace.” 

“Oh, Martha, ha, ha, ha, did you hear this one? I heard my son 
telling one of his friends this joke the other day. Of course, I told 
him that it wasn’t nice, but it’s so true. It goes like this. Have you 
heard about the new toy?” 

“No.” 

“It's called a nigger. You wind it up and it moves into your 
neighborhood and destroys it.” 

“Ha, ha, ha, that’s just a riot.” 

“You know, I can’t stand to think about it. Just imagine, Martha, 
if they moved into the neighborhood. Well, I mean some of them 
seem to be decent people like Elizabeth. She’s even kind of pretty 
in her own way. But it’s just the black ones. They just seem so 
nasty. You know what they say about them. Well, I don’t believe 
it all, but well, you understand what I mean.” 

“Yeah. I can't imagine what’s going on. They're just getting so 
pushy. You get the feeling that these demonstrations are shoving 
it all down our throats. And those riots, all of those innocent white 
people. They seem to forget that we have rights too.” 

“It’s those Black Muslims. They started it. They're all com- 
munists, you know. Colored people can’t talk about the Ku Klux 
Klan. Those Black Muslims cause so much destruction.” 

“What about the demonstrators? You know they must be com- 
munists. I mean no decent white person would just live with them 
and everything. And the things that go on in those demonstrations. 
Maggy, you just know that no decent white woman would lay up 
with a nigger.” 

“Well, you know what they say about Negro men. I mean, how 
they act. I can’t bear the thought.” 

“Oh! If one of those bastards touched me, I’d kill him. I’m not 


for lynching mind you, but a woman’s just ruined. You know what 
1 mean, don’t you?” 


“That’s right, you're absolutely right. They say you can't leave 
them alone. They must be like animals.” 

“Td like to know who the hell ever thought of bringing them here 
anyway? They'd be better off if we sent them back to Africa. You 
know they must feel awful here. They just don’t seem to get along 
in our complex country. I mean, look how long they've been here 
and they just ain’t smart enough or something.” 

“They've just got to do something about. .. .” 


“Huh. Look at that shit. I get sick of those white sons-of-bitches. 
This country ain’t shit. Here I am about to get drafted to fight for 
those mothers. .. .” 


Kenneth Addison 


The snuffed candle 


What is this image glaring 
back 
at 
me? 
Whose countenance is this? No, 
it 
can't 
be! 
Before the dark, you were 
a 
glowing 
child. 
But eyes who've seen what yours have 
lose 
their 
smile 
And all the beauty of the 
glowing 
child. 


Norma Jean Sutton 


Poem 
Thirst not at the feast, 
for tomorrow 


is tomorrow. 


Ellis D. Jones III 


A tear fell 


Is the margin between joy and sorrow so narrow 
that one does not know a tear of joy from a tear 
of sorrow? 


Susan Moore 


You 


You channel the inspiration and 


puzzle the end, 
you. 


Ray Arrington 


Poem 


The lamb destroyed the temple 
cutting 


down 
the veil 
after dying on the Hill. 


Ellis D. Jones III 


Charles Smith 


Willie Hall 


The outsider 


Willing 
caress in nature, 
need of her bosom’s sigh, 
yet a medium as oil 
reflected of light. 
Is why? 
The outsider. 


Ray Arrington 


A decaying pedestal 


Your fears are but reflections of your own frustrations 
in the mirrors of time’s evolution. 

If not, why do you quake in awe at the blinding flashes 
of your own genius? 


And if you are truly the “enlightened” genus 
and the savior of the decadent masses, 
Then why do you panic while in the shadows of your wards? 


Or can these shadows you fear be those of your own 
ingeniously constructed ignorance 
And social ambivalence? 


Then, oh master (of your fate), may your mind prey on your soul. 


Your fears are of your own inspiration, as 
is your white pedestal—gone to decay. 


Kenneth Addison 


Individuality 


These things are always offered me: 
To integrate my personality and cognitive span 
With you and him and everyman. 


The perfect means of conformity: 
“But I do not wish to conform.” 
The perfect means of a social being: 

“I am an antisocialist.” 
The perfect means of escape: 
“I would like to escape but I 
Should face reality.” 
I want to be free to fly away. 


Gerald Finner 


Poem 


As I push my way through the hustling, 
bustling silence of the crowded, 

yet empty streets of life’s complexities, 

the inarticulate cries of the masses ring a 
deafening whisper in my ears. 


My eyes are blinded by the neon lights 
standing like giant mirrors 

whose reflections advertise the well-ordered 
chaos of our existence. 


I see people smiling scornfully as they 
intently discuss the nothings of the day. 
Is man one of many, many of one—or none? 

I stand. My hand extended to (?). 


Kenneth Addison 


Nigger 


“Nigger, nigger, never die; hit you in your big black eye.” The 
first time I was called “nigger” I was five years old. The teacher 
turned her back and I took out a piece of candy. This white boy 
was sitting next to me. He asked for a piece of candy. When I 
refused, he called me “nigger.” I didn’t know what it meant then. 
I only know that when it was said, when he said it, it hurt. This 
feeling was something I couldn't put into precise words. It was 
like walking up to your best friend’s house and having the door 
slammed in your face. It was then when I first felt hate for the 
white race. 

When I was sixteen years old, I was chosen to be honored on 
“Youth Day.” I was to be a judge in civil court. The program was 
to be held during the week, so I had to go to the dean’s office to 
be excused for the day. When I walked in, the teacher told me to 
sit in the corner and wait. I tried to tell her what I was there for, 
but she wouldn't listen. “Just shut up and sit down.” So I did. 
When she finally got around to me, I handed her the paper that 
informed me that I was to be honored. After she had read it, she 
put her hand on my shoulder and said, “I’m sorry, Miss Rux; I forgot 
youre one of the good ones.” In other words, “Youre OK, baby; 
because youre a nice nigger, you wont cause any trouble.” 

A year later I had a new experience—my first picket line. I 
didn’t know what the hell I was doing. As a matter of fact, I was 
pretty scared. I felt like a fool walking up and down the sidewalk 
singing songs I'd never heard before. A friend of mine asked me if 
I wanted to “sit in.” “Not me, baby; Pm too scared.” He laughed 
and said, “That’s all right, Kay, I understand.” Twenty minutes had 
gone by before I saw the police wagon drive up. I didn’t under- 
stand what was going on. Six police got out of the wagon and went 
into the building. The others pushed the pickets back till they 
formed two huge masses. Two minutes later I saw John dragged 
out of the building. I tried to get to him, but I couldn't move. In 


front of me was a big Irish policeman with a nightstick in his 
hand to shove it into my stomach if I made a wrong move. The 
pickets began chanting “police brutality must go, police brutality 
must go.” I don’t know what happened to me, but I suddenly found 
myself repeating the same chants louder and stronger than the rest. 
I wasn’t scared anymore. I had that white policeman in front of me, 
and I wanted to kill him. 

Since then I have been called “nigger” many times. But do you 
know what I say now? “Yeh, baby; I’m a nigger and I like it that 
way!” 


Karen Rux 


William Smith 
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Winston Kennedy 


The dimension love illuminates 


Like childhood repercussions, 

As glimmering hues a prism refracts, 
A joyous motif, an art, 

An azure of subconscious pleasure. 


A lovely icon is love 
With simple desires, 
Complex but compatible thoughts. 
My love, 
My Utopia accentuated by 
Baby lips, eyes, your smile, and affectionate sincerity. 
Our love, 
Our Utopia. 
“Lovely is love.” 


Gerald Finner 
ee 


On houses 


My house is mine. It belongs to me 
But everyone must have a key, 
Liar, cheat, or braggart be— 
Because you see I am all three. 
Everyone must have a key. 


Richard Turner 


To someone and myself 


On the battle field, foeless 
Yet defeated. 
Never a victory. 
Defeated by myself, 
Defeated by me. 


In the midst of the throng 
Yet alone. 
Never a friend. 
Stars—a million in the sky— 
Still black darkness above. 


In the bright warm sunlight 

Yet cold night. 
Never the gay sun. 

Running perpetually on the course. 
Still the race remains unrun. 


Losing the war without a battle 
Yet never ceasing to fight. 
Dark is the night of despair, 
Black, black darkness. 
Lo, that little spark, 


Charles Daye 


&Dddises 


Kenneth Addison 


Joseph Tillett 


Poem 


Why have you come again? 
Stop not here. 
Depart. 

Go. 
Leave me to my shame. 
Rejoin me on the morrow. 
The dove has not returned. 
I am angry still. 


Ellis D. Jones III 


Loneliness 


A gliding bird above a dark sea 


is my soul. 


Night is black, 


but loneliness is blacker. 
I turn eastward hoping for the morning sun. 


Kenneth Addison 


On things 


On god On life 


God is dead. To live is last. 

Earth cries out, To love is worst. 

“But heaven is a void.” To die is best. 

Have pity on Adam. To believe is first. 
On a face 


Sightless eyes that do but see. 
A voiceless mouth that does but speak. 
Loneliness that encompasses a void 
Seeing of darkness—light. 
Making of nothing—everything. 
Shivering in the cold. 
Knowing all. 

And then, a smile. 


Ellis D. Jones III 


James Newton 
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James Newton 


Ask any kind, man 


Ask any kind, man, of wisdom. 

Listen to garbled clichés entangled 
without a sensible word of worthy wisdom; 
then find that words, witless, 
offer hopeless hope of elucidation. 


Ask any kind, man, of peace. 

Then find its fancy facade faded, 
made opaque with soullessness, 
obscured by obscure obscuring, 
suffering an impotent quasi-existence. 


Ask any kind, man, of faith. 

Know, as I, the limbolic abode 
of the feverishly faithful, faithless; 
taught agnosticism by believers, 
awaiting inevitable obliviating oblivion. 


Ask any kind, man, of hope. 

Hear the unhopeful hopeless 
blabber of incessant stifling strife 
wrought on despaired destitution 
when cacophonous catastrophe comes. 


Ask any kind, man, not of life. 

It’s good only if you live it, 
building sunny resorts out of this hell, 
making the made hand remade. 

Kind, man, I’m on my own way. 


Charles Daye 


Winston Kennedy 


Chester Williams 


A moment’s flirtation 


A glance. 

A shy smile. 

A twinge of the heart. 

Then the jerk of the train 
and the clang of steel doors. 


Kenneth Addison 


The elusive butterfly 


En masse they gather 

To hear it proclaimed, 

The final word, said. 

A rancid hush comes over them. 
Depthless pits fall open. 

High noon comes upon midnight. 

The spotted pearls are cast upon Him. 


He stands. 
They bow. 
Must I? 


Were it then, 

It would not be so sad. 

But it is now, 

And it is a deplorable mass 

That He looks upon. 

His eyes narrow. 

It is said. 

They cannot catch the elusive butterfly. 
Can IP 


Ellis D. Jones III 


A new savior 


“Burn the Cross and 
Raise the Eagle. 

May she reign from this F riday forth.” 
Is the cry of all 
But one—a whisper in the gale. 


XO) av Ezoye! 
Turn the stones to (bread).” 


Kenneth Addison 


To Atropos ; 


Being one man, I can only see | 
What the world is like from 

My own point of view. 

I see it from the eyes of one 

Who has given very little to 

Make it a better place. 

But I cannot give to this race 

Of beings what it needs to become human. 

I can only live one long miserable existence, 
Waiting for someone to give 

Me my soul’s persistence. 

Fire and ice close quickly over me. 

I hear the rushing surf. 

The sea. The heat. Fates. 

The driving beats of my heart 

Obey the dawn’s death call. 

I fear the coming day. 

I fear it before it all becomes 

A horrifying reality. 


Ellis D. Jones III 


Douglas Masson 


My dad 


That there Vietnam is a silly old war. 

I don't even know what we’s fightin’ for. 

But I betta get a reason if my boy gotta go; 

I betta get a good reason and a whole lot mo. 


My kids don’t even wantta work on no farm: 
I don't see why that should cause no alarm. 
All they is studyin’ is havin’ fun, 

And all times of night they’s still on the run. 


You see, my daughter is always talkin’ bout what she digs, 
Puttin’ on wigs and goin’ to them jigs; 

Things ain’t like they used to be, you know; 

I liked it like it was before. 


I don’t know what this world’s comin’ to. 
People ain't got manners like me and you; 
Things ain't like they used to be, you see; 
This world’s goin’ too fast for me. 


Reginald Suitt 


Sleep 


My eyes are closed by defeat. 

The day has won. 

But escape is coming here in the blackness of 
my innermost sanctum. 

Here I have won the prize, peace. 


Kenneth Addison 
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Larry Campbell 


On concern 


Everyone should bear Concern. 
Without it mindless armies turn. 
Without it books and people burn. 


Concerns have driven out concern. 


Richard Turner 


Fulfilment 


I am the water, drawn into the 
heaven of hope only to fall once again 
to the barren earth; the dawn, knowing 
the sun shall rise and I shall fade 

into oblivion. 


I am the lifeless water in a pool, 

built up with excitement and abruptly 
released to flow once again the span of 
life’s crooked canals. 


But though I have traveled late into 

the night, I shall not sleep through 
tomorrow. For though I have fallen over 
the tumultuous falls of winter, spring 
is now before me; for 

I have found fulfillment. 

I have found love. 


Reginald Suitt 


Winston Kennedy 


Freedom 


There's a tree outside my window. 
It’s like no other far nor near. 


It doesn’t bend ashamed to face the world 
because of its ignorance; nor does it hide behind 
another for fear of being raped. 


Its roots are steady and firm. It cannot 
be swayed by the propaganda of the rain, nor can it be led 
astray by the beauty of the stars. 


It stands stalwart so that it may face the 
world without shame or pretence. 


There’s a tree outside my window. 


Karen Rux 


To the critical idealist 


Your awareness of our own hypocrisy stands— 
a flag to your vanity. 


The shadows of Should and Could 
protect you from the beaming light of reality. 


Hide, you coward. And play piously on your beard. 
Point your damning finger lazily at this decaying sphere, 
You who have no solution. 


The sun rises and the shadows fall back. 


The hot white light of what is will soon fire your bones 
white as your present dreams. 
From your awareness of what is will come our salvation. 


Reality is alterable, but indestructible. 
Idealism is but a thin veil against our torrid sun. 


Take heed, oh critical idealist. 


Kenneth Addison 


Salvation 


So righteous are your glorious motives, 
injustice shall fall 
and your virtue shall prevail. 


Your concern can be seen as you attempt to rescue me 
from this black sea of ignorance. 


But have you not heard that ignorance is bliss, 
oh blissful one? 


Your paternalism is admirable, but a century late: 
my grandmother is dead. 


So pray tell, oh social martyr, are you my savior, 
or am I your salvation? 


Do show me the holes in your palms. 


Kenneth Addison 


On progress 


“Listen here, boy. Ya’ know what you is? You is nothin’ but a 
nigger, just a no good, dirty, black nigger. Dat’s all you ever was an’ 
dat’s all you'll ever be. I ain’t sayin’ dat just to be preachin’ to ya’, 
I'm your Pa and I'm tellin’ ya’ like it is. Things has been like dat 
with me an’ dey ain’t gonna be no different with you. 

“De white man runs us. He runs de pure hell outta us too. What 
he says goes, an’ no askin’ questions. He says jump, I jump... we 
both jump. Ya’ gotta get dat through ya’ thick head. It’s worth it. 
He is de one what gives us jobs. He is de one what pays us. We 
owes him everythin’ what we got. Without him we ain’t got shit. 

“Colored folks ain’t got a damn thing for ya’. Dey steals from 
ya an everythin’. Just answer me this: What has colored folks ever 
given ya’? You know what dey is given ya’? Nothin’ but a whole lot 
o trouble. Dey'll cheat ya’ in a minute. Ya’ can’t trust ’em. 

“White folks is de only ones what got anythin’ for ya’. De only 
thing for ya’ ta ‘member "bout ’em is not to go messin’ with none o’ 
their women. Boy, you'll catch de devil’s hell if ya’ do. Dey don’t 
want none o' us black bastards screwin’ their daughters. Dey don’t 
even want us talkin’ to ‘em. Dey kin have all de black bitches dey 
wants. Dat’s all right ‘cause ain’t nothin’ we kin do "bout it. Don't 
ask me why. Dat’s just de way it is. So ya’ gotta live with it. You'll 
see. Yeah, you'll see, boy!” 


Ed Jay 


Death 


A drop of rain on the desert sands 
is a tear. 
A tree falls once 
and life is but a moment's passing. 


Kenneth Addison 


Willie Hall 


EX UMBRA 
Editors! Note 


The name of this magazine, EX UMBRA, is Latin for "out of 
the shadows", The staff chose to call the magazine by 
that name because they agreed that the creative students 
at North Carolina College at Durham were too much in the 
shadows, and that they needed to be brought out into the 
light where their fellow students could recognize their 
talent and enjoy their work. Too much good talent was 
going unrecognized. The idea of this magazine was to 
create a forum whereby this talent could be given the 
light of recognition. We felt that the title, EX UMBRA, 
expresses this idea. We hope that the first and second 
issues will be followed by many more, and that the maga~ 
zine will bring to light still other students at North 
Carolina College at Durham who can, like the students 
presented in this volume, shed Some light on experience. 
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